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Hollywood Show Sunday Aft. 


E. M. Dances 
To Be Resumed 
T uesday 

With a newly finished floor to 
add to your dancing pleasure, the 
regular weekly E. M. dance will be 
resumed Tuesday, Sept. 21, 1943. 
And don’t worry about having to 
dance with your buddy, for all ar¬ 
rangements have been completed 
to have a flock of girls present. 

Music will be provided by our 
own smooth playing aggregation, 
the Camp Anza dance orchestra. 

In addition there will be a dance 
for all colored servicemen, Friday, 
Sept. 24, 1943. Here again there’ll 
be no shortage of “solid chicks”— 
so everybody, choose your partner 
and . . . “le’s dance.” 

-ZIP-A-LIP- 

"G.I.'s" Take Over 
D'Arteaa's Band 

With a display of versatility and 
sock arrangements comparable to 
the best organizations in show 
business, D’Artega and his all girl 
orchestra put on a bang-up show 
Wednesday night. 

Hit of the evening were our 
three “would be” band leaders, 
“Big Mike” Fraina, Murry Lip- 
scutz, and Willie Houston, whose 
antics as jitterbug band leaders 
brought down the house. Those 
guys really have the right idea. 

— let’s “all” buy bonds- 

In Regard to Mailing 
Of Christmas Gifts 

Complete information regarding 
the time for mailing of Christmas 
gifts and what is permissable to 
send can be obtained by referring 
to the Hq’s Camp Anza memor¬ 
andum of August 10, 1943. 

Deadline for mailing of pack¬ 
ages is October 15, 1943, so be 
sure to read the memo, which 
should be posted on your bulletin 
board. 


New Classes in 
Arts and Crafts 

Something new in art and crafts 
instruction will be initiated Sept. 
10, under the auspices of the Riv¬ 
erside Recreational Department. 

Classes in weaving, jewelry 
making, wood carving and leather 
tooling, are being organized for 
any one who is interested, at the 
Administration building, Ninth and 
Lemon Sts., in Riverside. 

These will be given Monday and 
Wednesday nights between 7 and 
10 o’clock, and transportation will 
be provided for those signifying 
their intention of attending. Sub¬ 
mit your name to Mrs. Wightman, 
Service Club hostess, not later 
than the twentieth of September. 

-YOUR BEST BUY . . . BONDS- 

Servicemen Take 


Beach Trip 




Here’s a program that should 
meet with the unanimous approval 
of all servicemen of the post. Ar¬ 
ranged by the newly formed Spe¬ 
cial Services Council, twice week¬ 
ly beach trips are already under¬ 
way. Yesterday the first group 
spent a wonderful day visiting La¬ 
guna Beach. For each excursion, 
approximately 20% of the men of 
each detachment will be selected, 
so eventually everyone will have 
participated. 

In the future, additional recrea¬ 
tional activities will be arranged 
for everyone’s enjoyment. 

-ZIP-A-LIP- 

Attention, Masons! 

Evergreen Lodge No. 259, F. & 
M. will specially convene Friday 
evening, Sept. 24th, at 7:30 p.m. 
in the Masonic Temple, Riverside, 
Calif., to confer the Third Degree 
of Masonry upon a member of the 
armed forces. All Master Masons 
are cordially invited to attend. 

-ARE “YOU” BUYING BONDS- 

The “Camel Caravan” is on its 
way! 


Capt. Ames is doing nicely fol¬ 
lowing an abdominal operation 
performed Wednesday at the Tor- 
ney General Hospital, in Palm 
Springs. Our best wishes to him 
for a speedy recovery. 

-YOUR BEST BUY . . . BONDS- 

Big Turnout 
Enjoys Bingo 

Though very little publicized, 
Thursday night’s “Bingo” party 
proved a great success. As the 
game progressed, more and more 
players participated and at its con¬ 
clusion more than 50 players were 
counted. 

Everyone enjoyed it, and in re¬ 
sponse to requests, “Bingo” will 
be a regular weekly feature. Addi¬ 
tional facilities and prizes will be 
provided for the larger turnouts 
expected. Remember . . . “Bingo” 
every Thursday at the Service 
Club. 

-ZIP-A-LIP- 

New Notary Public for 
Your Assistance 

Mr. Reeder will shortly receive 
his commission as Notary Public. 
With Mr. Voyt he will be avail¬ 
able to notarize papers for station 
complement and visiting troops, 
thus enlarging the present Red 
Cross service in this field. 

-ARE “YOU” BUYING BONDS- 

Cafeteria News . . . 

All you gourmets will be inter¬ 
ested to know that hereafter the 
cafeteria in the Service Club will 
serve steaks Tuesdays and Thurs¬ 
days; chicken Wednesdays and 
Sundays. 


How about some more reader con¬ 
tributions. We're reserving space for 
it every week, so what say you con¬ 
tribute your piece.—Ed. 


Another great unit is com¬ 
ing down from Hollywood to 
entertain us tomorrow after¬ 
noon. Without fuss or fan¬ 
fare, this group, through 
Miss Lorena W. Fletcher of 
Los Angeles, volunteered 
their services and were ap¬ 
preciatively booked. 

Heading the galaxy of stars is 
the famous dance and comedy 
team of stage and screen, Dorothy 
Stone and Charles Collins. Cele¬ 
brated character actor, John Qua- 
len and his troupe will give out 
with some comedy sketches that 
are a howl. Then there’s Gene 
Byram and Luise La Mar, two out¬ 
standing singers; a mind reading 
performance that will fascinate ev¬ 
eryone; and a number of other 
fine acts. M. C.’ing the show will 
be Harry Crocker, well known col¬ 
umnist of the Los Angeles Exam¬ 
iner. 

Wednesday night’s show was 
good . . . but short; this one will 
be good . . . and long. So don’t 
miss it. All military personnel and 
their families are invited, admis¬ 
sion as usual, free. Time 2:00 p.m., 
Sunday. Place, Theatre No. 1. 

-LET’S “ALL” BUY BONDS- 

Litter-ary Geniuses 
Bom in Library 

Much to the consternation of 
our highly esteemed hospital staff 
and without benefit of surgical 
care, five members of the feline 
family were brought into this war- 
torn world among the works of the 
“Immortal Bard” and other lesser 
satellites. Every effort is being 
made to find suitable homes for 
these furry “bundles of joy.” If 
any of our readers are interested, 
they may contact the Service Club 
librarian, Miss Carmichael, legal 
guardian of the kittens and the 
necessary papers will be drawn up 
for adoption. 

At the last report all members 
of the family were in excellent 
spirits, and the mother was on the 
prowl once more for greener pas¬ 
tures. 
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On November 10, 1918, just one 
day before the cessation of hostili¬ 
ties in the first World War, 10,000 
American soldiers gave their lives 
or were seriously wounded in ac¬ 
tion. Every day that this present 
war is prolonged, means many 
more casualties added to the al¬ 
ready mounting lists; possibly your 
own brother, son or husband is or 
will be in the combat zone. If 
there was anything that you could 
do to aid his safe return, you’d 
stop at nothing to attain that end, 
even if it involved your own per¬ 
sonal safety. However, you can 
help without endangering your 
life. You can bring the day of vic¬ 
tory nearer by buying an extra 
bond. 

The Third War Bond drive is 
on. Camp Anza is out to raise her 
share of the $15,000,000,000. 
Quartermaster and Signal are 
signed up 100% now and Ord¬ 
nance is not far behind. The Se¬ 
curity Group is to be congratulat¬ 
ed on the splendid showing it is 
making, only three more reserva¬ 
tions are needed for them to reach 
the coveted 100% goal. If the 
other departments will do as well, 
Camp Anza can fly the Minute 
Man flag under Old Glory, show¬ 
ing at least 90% participation and 
10% of the gross pay. 

-ZIP-A-LIP- 

Red Cross Helps .. 

During August the Red Cross 
wrapping counter did a land office 
business. Officers’ wives of the 
Camp Anza Red Cross Auxiliary 
graciously assisted the servicemen, 
particularly those who are “all 
thumbs” to make mailable pack¬ 
ages. The Red Cross supplies ev¬ 
erything necessary for the wrap¬ 
ping of packages, but one thing is 
greatly needed. We have, in the 
past, secured boxes from mer¬ 
chants who saved them for us. This 
supply is dwindling, and we are 
making an appeal to all those de¬ 
partments in camp who would be 
willing to accumulate them and 
deliver them to our office. Any 
size box, in good condition, from 
the small one for a watch, to the 
two-foot square cartons, is accept¬ 
able. Please bear us in mind before 
discarding such boxes. Call Exten¬ 
sion 218 if you cannot send them. 


ANZA ZIP 


. . . 

Stuff and Guff About the Guys in the Next Tent 

a ★ ★ 

THEY ARE TELLING this one about Pfc. Johnny Large, al- 
• ^ though we have been unable to find out if it is true or not. 
While working diligently at the Chapel the other day he lettered a 
sign as follows: 

SERMON TONIGHT 
“What Is Hell Like?” 

Come hear our organist. 

The sign wasn’t used. . . . Pfc. Stanford Knox, piccolo and flute man 
extraordinary, calculates he has more notes to play than anyone else 
in the band—his pages are so black with music that he plays any 
marks that are in the right key, including fly specks. . . . T/Sgt. 
Harry Widdowson lately has practically been haunting the mail room 
for certain daintily addressed letters. Could it be another romance is 
in the making? . . . Cpl. Ray McFarlin barged into the band’s Mock¬ 
ingbird Canyon delegation at Riverside last Saturday and wangled 
an invitation to their estate, ostensibly to see “the baby.” He liked 
it so well that he made a weekend of it—leaving his hosts sans food, 
ration points, and sleep. . . . From the appearance of things, old man 
Mr. Stork is to be quite busy in the near future. Cpl. Tony Swien- 
ton reportedly sent his wife home to keep an appointment with the 
old bird, and Pvts. Dan Ventura and John Norman are also waiting 
for his visit in the not too distant future. . . . Watch out girls, as 
T/4 Gene Rawding has decided to play the whole feminine field 
again instead of concentrating on one. Some lucky gal must have 
known what she was doing! . . . Sgt. Earl Forbes is already beset 
with problems about his new baby. He has just taken a three day 
pass and claims that when he gets back he will deserve a T/3 rating, 
as he is going to delve into the mysteries of, and learn all about the 
eternal triangles. 

—by Cpl. Roland Bozzi 

AAA 

kji ■■ IF ALL OF a sudden you wanted to see a philosopher 
ffTl6QH€S you could take five minutes of G. I. time and walk 
through any one of our six barracks. Naturally, you would have to 
be quiet and even bow once or twice in No. 6. But you could get by. 
Now, a philosopher is a fellow who can explain the reason for living, 
and dying, and even why the lights must go off at 9 o’clock. When 
you think hard about it, there isn’t any difference between Socrates 
in his bed-sheet and sandals and you and I eating potato-salad in 
fatigues. In some ways we are a lot better off. A few hundred years 
ago Socrates didn’t have a place to sleep; and in the last week Sgt. 
Snedigar has been on more strange beds than an 80-year-old com- 
fortor. No doubt, two thousand years ago monsters and huge reptiles 
romped exactly in the same spot that medical supply is now, and this 
week Cpl. Venters with the help of Pvt. Gonzales, and anyone else 
they could find, have scared the last two worms away. While we 
are in the area and not two thousand years away we might as well 
go to the day room for two or three sentences: Ralph English with 
three Queens and the Queen is wild. Pvt. Brock writing a letter to 
Mrs. Roosevelt about the bad bus service at Anza. No doubt she will 
refer his letter to Mahatma Gandi and the old boy will send us a 
couple of elephants. White ones no doubt, and we can keep them 
next to the pink ones that are next to a foot locker that is next to 
Pvt. Nickels bed. Somebody told me that a certain Sgt. hit another 
Sgt. in a certain joint. And the certain guy that told me this said 
I shouldn’t mention this, so I certainly won’t. Pvt. Hendon got tired 
of cutting the crust of the bread and now he is cutting the crust of 
the earth. Pvt. Wardynski is in the hospital with a cold and a running 
nose. Pvt. Larkin ran down and caught a beetle that would make 
any Egyptian bow down and say: Alah. And I will pay the high and 
fine price of .25 for every rattlesnake that you find. Ten cents for 
common ones. 

—by S/Sgt. Robert Tesmer 


Ju|D. RED BELLANTE has discovered a way to get along on a 
*▼■■5 pfc.’g p a y He takes the names of all his creditors, puts 
them in a hat and draws out one, making a token payment on the 
one withdrawn. If any of the others complain, he refuses to put 
their names in the hat the following month. . . . Pfc. Frank Trentini 
would like to know how he managed to navigate from the Savoy 
Cocktail lounge in Los Angeles to the Gates Hotel the other evening 
around twelve. Confidentially, I don’t know how we made it either. 

(Cont. on Page 3) 





M/Sgh John V. Kane, 
Personnel Sgt. Major 

Though Sgt. Kane was reluctant 
to talk about himself, (he felt 
there were other men on the post 
more deserving of being Anza’s 
first “Man of the Week”), we 
managed to get this story from 
him. 

Born in New York City, August 
19, 1917, the Sgt. attended school 
there and worked at odd jobs until 
his 18th birthday. He wanted to 
join the Army then, but being 
under age, and unable to get his 
parent’s consent, enlisted in the 
National Guard. He was assigned 
to the Medical Corps and remain¬ 
ed in that branch throughout his 
enlistment. 

Coming of age in March, 1939, 
he asked to be discharged for the 
purpose of joining the Regular 
Army, and, the following day after 
his request was granted, enlisted. 

He was sent to Ft. Slocum, and 
after being there just a few weeks 
shipped to Schofield Barracks on 
the Island of Ohau in Honolulu. 
There he received basic training 
with an Infantry division. That 
completed, he was transferred to 
the Q. M. C. and assigned as cash¬ 
ier of a commisary. After five 
months came promotion to Pfc., 
4th class specialist, the rank he 
held until he left. 

Incidentally, it was in Honolulu 
that the Sgt. met the girl to be, 
and when in July, 1941, he was re¬ 
turned to the United States, she 
followed, and they were married 
in San Francisco. 

The next 10 months were spent 
at Fort McDowell and there began 
his career as a “personnel” man. 
Experience gained, he was trans¬ 
ferred to Camp Stoneman in May, 
1942. There he climbed the lad¬ 
der quickly and within 4 months 
had reached Staff Sergeant. In 
September of the same year he 
(Cont. on Page 3) 



















SEPTEMBER 18, 1943 


7<& "M. P.” 

On September 26, 1941, the Pro¬ 
vost Marshal General was charged 
with the duty of organizing the 
Corps of Military Police for the 
first time in the history of our 
Army. It is true that in World 
War I, a few months before the 
Armistice, there was established a 
centrally controlled body of Mili¬ 
tary Police in the A. E. F., al¬ 
though it did not survive World 
War I. However, that war demon¬ 
strated the need for a separate 
Corps of Military Police, whose 
members would be given special 
training for their varied assign¬ 
ments. 

Too often the average E. M. is 
prone to minimize the importance 
of these guardians of law and ord¬ 
er in time of war, so we are at¬ 
tempting to clarify the meaning of 
the Military Police. 

Their duties are many and var¬ 
ied, among them, being rushed to 
any emergencies that may arise, to 
enforce traffic control, both here 
and overseas, to guard domestic 
and foreign prisoners of war, to 
protect camp property, to see that 
no one is allowed on an army post 
without proper authority and to 
keep a constant vigil over all army 
personnel. 

We could continue to list all of 
their assignments, but lack of 
space prohibits this, so we might 
sum it all up by saying that the 
M. P. must be on 24-hour call to 
answer any and all emergencies. 

Every effort is being made to 
take advantage of the lessons of 
World War I. Through proper 
training and through improved or¬ 
ganization and control, the Army 
is endeavoring to secure a body of 
Military Police, whose perform¬ 
ance will be a credit and a matter 
of pride to the nation which it 
serves. 

-YOUR BEST BUY . . . BONDS- 

M/Sgt. John V. Kane, 
Personnel Sgt. Major 

(Cont. from Page 2) 
was again transferred, this time to 
Camp Anza. He was assigned as 
Personnel Sgt. Major and had 
much to do with organizing the 
Station Complement of the newly 
activated post. Shortly afterward 
came promotion to Master Ser¬ 
geant, the rank he now holds. 

Though proficient in athletics, 
and a rabid fan, the Sgt. devotes 
little time to sports these days. His 
main interest is his wife and baby 
boy. All of his leisure (?) time is 
spent with them. 

Enthusiastic about Anza, the 
Sgt. considers it the best assign¬ 
ment he’s ever had. He particular¬ 
ly praised the facilities available, 
and the recreational program. 

At the war’s end he hopes to re¬ 
turn to Honolulu with his family 
and make his home there, though 
he isn’t certain whether it would 
be as a civilian or otherwise. 


ANZA ZIP 


rfwza rftttccb . . . 

(Cont. from Page 2) 


. . . First Sgt. Kessler, the M. P. military strategist, with his map of 
the Russian front and his box of various colored pins, has me con¬ 
vinced of one thing: If the war lasts much longer, he’ll run out of 
pins. . . . The mother of one of the boys in our oufits in discussing 
the four star flag in her window, recently said, “Yes, I have two sons 
in the army, one in the navy, and one in Camp Anza.” ... We are 
still having trouble trying to get that phone in the detachment head¬ 
quarters and for the time being are using a walkie talkie system. 
When you want to talkie, you take a walkie. . . . Sympathy is in 
order for Joe Scarpetta, for after eight months of constant efforts 
he finally made connections, and just as he settled back to enjoy the 
fruits of his labor, she hitched her trailer to a couple of C coupons 
and left for parts unknown. . . . Advice to those who had their hopes 
shattered recently, to quote Confucious: “When defeat is inevitable, 
relax and enjoy it.” 

—by Cpl. Bernard Mitchell 


WHY IS IT that some officers chronically break into 
wT7IC6bS this select (?) column? Is it because they have a flair 
for the dramatic or the comical? Our hero—there he is again—is 
that meek easy-going blacksmith, Capt. Birnbaum. Ever see his 
wardrobe closet? Five, six foot ladders plastered all over his cabinet 
—and the modest letters spell out the self effacing legend—A HERO. 
Well, sometime in the dim past when the Baron of Hollywood and 
Vine returned from his detached service tour—this really happened. 
As a build-up to the situation may I relate that everytime this past 
year that the Baron had asked “Bernie” for a cigar—he got a cigar. 
The Baron asked often—he got it often. Only this time he got more 
than he asked for. He didn’t ask for a .32 shell to be concealed 
within the cigar. So that when he lit it—!!@*’*-!@* At times like 
that symbols must denote unprintable but quaint purgative English 
expressions. . . . Rumor has it that Lt. Glick held a beer party for his 
TC Detachment. Our Col. Sarles reminisced there with a visiting 
fellow officer about their Guadalcanal days. Lt. Glick, believe it or 
not, wore his feet out getting pigs’ feet for the celebrants. . . . And 
rumor confirmed by a new display of silver-plated bars (single if you 
please) has it that AFRP is a new camp order. The former quartet 
of Ashmore, Feld, Ryan and Peterson are now full fledged 1st Lts. 
. . . Orville Peterson handed out a box of the best brand of cigars 
a mess officer could purchase in the closed market. I am awaiting 
reports as to how AFR reacted to that large increase in salary. (Edi¬ 
tor’s Note: Capt., you should have been at the Officers’ Club Wed¬ 
nesday night. F and R were really putting out. Get detailed report 
from nurses Kretch and Foldesi.) . . . And how about all the officers 
giving out with at least one more cash bond for the third war loan? 
Nuff said! . . . Thanks for reading. 

—by Capt. Fred E. Maisel, M. C. 

★ it it 


/\Ju| WE HEAR that Pvt. Bowe received a telephone call 

VkitIS wanting him to bring his clothes back to camp as she is 
going to the hospital. Are there any cigars to be given away. . . . 
Pfc. Walter Jatkiewicz has finally received his long deserved rest, 
but we doubt if he’ll get any from the pictures we’ve seen of his 
one and only dozen gal friends. He’ll probably ask for a rest period 
when he returns. . . . The area around the orderly room sure is 
beginning to shape up. It’s beginning to look as though we’ve really 
found a home. . . . Look out, Pfc. John Komar, we hear that they’re 
starting a school to teach you the English language, and if you keep 
talking the way you do to Wiggett we’ll have to send him, too. . . . 
Our two PX lads, Cpl. Loring and Pvt. Graham, have found a new 
home since they’ve lost their positions at the above mentioned place, 
and have gone to work at the salvage warehouse. Just a couple of 
“junk peddlers” now. . . . What Staff Sgt. from the Ord. Section 
went on furlough and on his way to a fishing hole struck a woman 
with his car . . . and now wonders how we found out about it. Care¬ 
ful Sarge, you musn’t go around knocking out pretty girls. 

—by 1st Sgt. LeRoy Westervelt 

★ ★ * 


Svce. Det. 


CPL. GUY L. MILLER . . . saying goodbye after 
knowing how you have freely “So-Loched” off 
the boys for this occasion. Parting was a pleasure. . . . We heard 
about the wonderful send off with Mr. and Mrs. Brown and Madam 

(Cont. on Page 4) 
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By Chaplain L. C. Prater 

NOW 

Someone has said that there is 
no time like the present. This 
moment in our lives is literally a 
precious gift of God. It is our 
opportunity to create something 
ever more beautiful and true. It 
gives a chance for us to try again, 
if we have failed. Now we can 
really set to doing what we have 
been wanting to do. 

You have noticed that some men 
and women have but to beckon and 
success is at their call. Others 
hardly give a thought to what oth¬ 
ers may think but they are ac¬ 
claimed by their associates. They 
have climbed the ladder to success 
and to approval by making every 
present moment a stepping stone 
to something more wonderful. 
They have made every “now” do 
its full creative duty. 

Many of us are really only a 
small percentage of our possible 
selves. We let the opportunity to 
do something now slip away while 
we are unaware of the possibili¬ 
ties of the present. “Now” is a bit 
of time that is so important that 
it has divine worth. 

So much of the world’s good 
work remains undone, too, because 
some of us spend all of our time 
regretting something. It may be 
that we lacked the vision to do the 
thing that now looms as import¬ 
ant. And we worry because we 
did not do it then. Why not do 
that kind deed, or make that noble 
stand, now. You cannot pick a bet¬ 
ter time than right at this moment. 
If we could stop worrying about 
the past and get busy making the 
most of the present, what a differ¬ 
ence we could make in our world! 
What a difference we can make 
in ourselves! The future waits to 
see what we will do with “now.” 
Even the coming of the Kingdom 
of God is delayed until we throw 
the power of our Christianity into 
the creative program of God. Now 
is the time to serve man and wor¬ 
ship God. 

— let’s “all” buy bonds- 

New "Sgt. York" Captures 
114 Italian Prisoners 

Sicily (CNS)—The “Sgt. York” 
of World War II is Sgt. Floyd 
Cravath, 22-year-old Bayside, L. I., 
resident, who captured 114 Ital¬ 
ians in Sicily with a bullet jam¬ 
med in the chamber of his rifle. 

As Sgt. Cravath describes the 
incident, he came upon 110 Italian 
soldiers and four officers under 
a group of trees during the Sicil¬ 
ian mop-up. In his excitement he 
fed a bullet into the chamber of 
his rifle and then, to his surprise, 
all the soldiers leaped to their feet 
and raised their hands. 
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Reader’s 
Column . . . 

S/Sgt. Tesmer has emerged 
from literary retirement and will 
continue to write his obstreperous 
column on page two. . . . Inciden¬ 
tally Sgt., what is your avocation, 
where were you the last three 
months, bee hunting? 

Returning from your absence to 
page two we irrefragably expect¬ 
ed to read a new column, a column 
with erratic brevity, literary nu¬ 
ance and poetic fulguration. . . . 
Come forth, Sgt., touch the earth 
of super-abundance around you 
which proffers many things. 

We enjoy reading your Hospital 
inspiration, but please do bestow 
us some literary nuance. 

—Sgt. J. N. Breznak. 

WHADD’YA KNOW, JOE? 

By S/Sgt. Joe Marion 

QUESTION: “What Do You In¬ 
tend to Do After the War?” 

Sgt. “Heavy” Haist, QM— “Once 

I get on civvies, Fm going to write 
me a three-day pass every third 
day and, oh man, everything that’s 
a “don’t” now will be a “done” 
then!” (Ed. Note: How that boy 
does rave!) 

Pfc. “Slim” Kosner, CWS - 

“Look up certain NCO’s, one by 
one, and . . . buy each a beer!” 
(Ed. Note: Example of a half- 
truth.) 

Cpl. “Andy” Anderson, QM - 

“I’ll stay in OD’s, study AR’s, read 
FM’s and see TF’s—because I like 
G. I. chow.” (Ed. Note: Andy has 
a 3-day pass, pending.) 

Pvt. Stockade, AWOL — “I’m 
gonna shoot zebras and rip up 
cafes! Yeowee!” (Ed. Note: Could 
it be the stripes and bars?) 

S/Sgt. Jim Aull, QM— “Going to 
get a boss job plowing up the main 
drag, Tokyo, to plant rice.” (Ed. 
Note: Fill in the bomb craters 
first, Jim!) 

Sgt. Anybody, PIG— “I’m going 
to see who freezes T/O’s down in 
D. C. and tell the party I think he 
is awfully mean.” (Ed. Note: Such 
restraint!) 

-ZIP-A-LIP- 

Senvice 

SATURDAY — At Ease. Your 
club for your enjoyment. Enter¬ 
tainment. 

SUNDAY — Visitor’s Day, 10 
a.m. ’til 11 p.m. 

MONDAY — Leathercraft class, 
7 :30 to 9 p.m. Everyone invited. 

TUESDAY—E. M. Dance, 8 ’til 

II p.m. Camp Anza dance orches¬ 
tra. Entertainment. 

WEDNESDAY — At your dis¬ 
posal. 

THURSDAY — Bingo, 8 ’til 10 
p.m. Everyone invited. Prizes. 

FRIDAY — Service Detachment 
Dance, 8 ’til 11 p.m. Camp Anza 
dance orchestra. 


fri&m 'tyotci 

Brunswick, Ga. —When a passer¬ 
by noticed a monkey sitting behind 
the wheel of a burning automo¬ 
bile, he opened the door and tried 
to get the little fellow out, but the 
monk, who apparently had knock¬ 
ed the car’s cigarette lighter from 
its socket and started the blaze, 
wouldn’t budge. The passerby 
kayoed him with a paint brush and 
put out the fire. 

Camden, N. J. — Mary Mozzo, 
42, was shot to death in a crowded 
bus terminal here and a few min¬ 
utes later her companion, Louis 
Sirolli, 52, fired the pistol into his 
mouth. A note found in his pocket 
read: “For 20 years I have been 
mixed up with the wrong woman.” 

Santa Monica, Calif.- Arrested 

for driving with his headlights on 
in violation of dimout regulations 
here, William Chain explained that 
he lost his false choppers and was 
using his headlights in an effort 
to find them. “A personal crisis,” 
ruled the judge, suspending the 
fine. 

—by CNS 


G. I. Q. 

If you know the answers to all 
these questions you should be a 
corporal. If you know only two 
you’re worth a single stripe and 
scoring only one right puts you 
in the class of a yardbird. Missing 
’em all ranks you with a civilian. 
Check one answer for each and 
don’t look in the “back of the 
book.” 

1. Major train wrecks occuring 
near Philadelphia and in upstate 
New York between Aug. 30 and 
Sept. 7, which cost at least 80 
lives, totalled— 

A—Three ( ) B—Five ( ). 

2. A temporary four-star gen¬ 
eral who recently received the per¬ 
manent rank of colonel and a few 
days later became a permanent 
major general is— 

A—Arnold ( ) B—Eisenhower ( ) 

3. Lt. Joe Hunt, who beat Coast 
Guardsman Jack Kramer 6-3, 6-8, 
10-8 and 6-0, for the National 
Tennis Singles title, is an officer 
in the— 

A-Marines ( ) B-Navy ( ). 


Answers: 1-A; 2-B; 3-B. 


SATURDAY (Sept. 18)—“The 
Phantom of the Opera” with Nel¬ 
son Eddy, Susanna Foster and 
Claude Rains. (Remake of the old 
Chaney film in Technicolor—and 
very much the stuff.) 

SUNDAY & MONDAY (Sept. 
19 & 20)—“Johnny Come Lately” 
with James Cagney and Grace 
George. (Comedy drama about a 
tramp reporter who cleans up a 
small town’s politics — a Cagney 
performance piece.) And an RKO 
Pathe Newsreel. 

TUESDAY (Sept. 21)—“Some¬ 
one to Remember” with John Cra¬ 
ven and Mabel Paige. (A swell 
little pic that you won’t want to 
like but will.) And another one of 
those lousy Terry-Toons. 

WEDNESDAY & THURSDAY 
(Sept. 22 & 23) — “The Fallen 
Sparrow” with John Garfield and 
Maureen O’Hara. (Pre-war espion¬ 
age story—and very exciting.) 
And issue No. 10 of The War. 
(Sorry, no Snafu this issue.) 

FRIDAY (Sept. 24)—“The Ad¬ 
ventures of a Rookie” with Wally 
Brown and Alan Carney. (First of 
a new soldier comedy series—a lit¬ 
tle corny but nothing to hurt.) 

-ARE “YOU” BUYING BONDS- 

Sports Slants... 

Cpl. Joe DiMaggio, pride and joy 
of the New York Yankees, has 
been promoted to Sergeant. He’s 
still stationed at Santa Ana (Cal.) 
AAF in the physical fitness pro¬ 
gram. 

Johnny Vander Meer, fireball 
pitcher of the Cincinnati Reds, 
flunked his Army physical but 
teammate Bert Haas passed his and 
will report for induction in three 
weeks. Dee C. Moore, Phillies’ 
catcher, gets his draft call next 
week at Birmingham, Ala. 

George (Bad News) Cafego, All- 
American halfback at Tennessee 
University in ’38 and ’39, will 
bring good news to the Brooklyn 
football Dodgers this fall. Cafego 
received a medical discharge from 
the Army and is heading back to 
Brooklyn. 

Wilmer Allison, who outstrok- 
ed the great Fred Perry to win the 
national tennis championship in 
1935, is a Lieutenant Colonel and 
his old doubles partner, Johnny 
Van Ryn, is a Lieutenant in the 
Navy. 

Bob McLeod, ex-Dartmouth grid 
great, who downed four Jap planes 
over Guadalcanal, is now a Navy 
instructor at Pensacola, Fla. 

Chalky Wright, once feather¬ 
weight champion, gets his pre-in¬ 
duction physical soon. Wright 
wanted to join the Maritime Ser¬ 
vice but his draft board’s “greet¬ 
ing” beat him to the punch. 
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(Cont. from Page 3) 

Cola. . . . Please don’t let kisses go to your head. We are hoping 
that you will enjoy yourself with your kids. Could that be true. Your 
Queen of Riverside is free now because Uncle Sam has moved the 
“Sgt.” She is fine as wine. Right or wrong? The odds are yours if 
you are a “T” man. . . . Pvt. Eddie Perkins, why are you so worried 
about the “Sgt.” at March Field? Sgt. McPherson is your “Top 
Kick.” . . . Pvt. E. H. (Hi-are-you) Blake is as proud as any man can 
be, because he is looking to be a civilian next week this time (he 
hopes). . . . Pvt. Robert N. Wells, Willie Gibbs and Joe Ward say 
they are not going to worry their life anymore. Because their wives 
arrived last weekend. ... I wonder why Pvt. Charlie (PX) Cato 
runs to town every night? Could it be that he has found something 
in Riverside that the other boys have overlooked? Well we will 
soon find out, because some of the boys have planned to follow him 
the next time he goes. . . . Pvt. Ira Howard has been real busy since 
his Asst., Pvt. Midds, has gone on furlough. 

— by Cpl. James S. Henderson 


Civilians ^E UNDERSTAND that Chief Meier, War Dept. 
VIVIIIUn* Patrol, has made arrangements with a certain bru¬ 
nette of the Ordnance Motor Repair Shop to change his luck at fish¬ 
ing. . . . Velma is advertising for someone to help her break in her 
new shoes. Any takers? . . . Helen Shobe, the sweetheart of the 
Casual Detachment, gets a box of candy every time she makes out 
a discharge. . . . Badge number AC-118 is thinking of fainting on the 
steps of the Dental Clinic. Seems to be the only way she can meet 
that single officer. . . . Headquarters has a new department. It takes 
care of pinning of silver bars. . . . The Motor Pool seems to have 
gone overboard on fancy doodads for the hair. . . . How about some 
news from the rest of the camp? The Headquarters girls are begin¬ 
ning to think they live in a gold fish bowl. . . . Notice: If you are in 
need of a quick “picker-upper,” just go to Virginia Wright. She’s 
got everything from a glowing smile to chewing gum; sometimes even 
chocolates. What beats me, though, is where she gets them! . . . Cpl. 
Holder in the same office. It’s no wonder they post a picture map of 
Atlanta over their desks and reminisce occasionally . . . about 9814 % 
of the time. 

—by Jess Webber 












